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and intense grief fused his heart and welded Sakuntala
with it. Never before had the King met with such an
experience. Never before had he had the occasion and
means of truly loving. Kings are unlucky in this respect;
their desires are so easily satisfied that they never get
what is to be gained by devotion alone. Fate now plung-
ed Dushyanta into deep grief and thus made him worthy
of true love—made him renounce the role of a rake.
Thus has Kalidas burnt away vice in the eternal fire
of the sinner's heart; he has not tried to conceal it from
the outside. When the curtain drops in the last Act, we
feel that all the evil has been destroyed as on a funeral
pyre, and the peace born of a perfect and satisfactory
fruition reigns in our hearts. Kalidas has internally cut
right away the roots of the poison tree, which a sudden
force from the outside had planted. He has made the
physical union of Dushyanta and Sakuntala tread the
path of sorrow, and thereby chastened and sublimated
it into a moral union. Licence did Goethe rightly say
that Saktmtala combines the blossoms of Spring with the
fruits of Autumn, it combines Heaven and Earth. Truly
in Sakuntala there is one Paradise Lost and another
Paradise Regained^
The poet has shown how the union of Dushyanta
and Sakuntala in the First Act as mere lovers is futile,
while their union in the last Act as the parents of Bharata
is a true union. The First Act is full of brilliancy and
movement. We have there a hermit's daughter in the
exuberance of youth, her two companions running over
with playfulness, the newly flowering forest creeper,
the bee intoxicated with perfume, the fascinated King
peeping from behind the trees. From this Eden of bliss

